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Must Keep Going 


Author's Notes: 

I've heard from recent news that Jon has started to write lyrics again and the idea for this fic popped up 
unexpectedly in my thoughts so | decided to conjure up this sad, short story. | hope you guys will enjoy reading 
it! Btw, | will try to post more frequently again, | blame school for my prolonged absence. 


Paper scribbled with a fine tipped pen in the beginnings of promising lyrics appear before my very eyes. It's 
time. It's time to move on It's time to stop living in the past of what was and start living in the time we call 
"now." Yes, it's painful, and yes it's overly disbelieving. But it's true. Richie's gone. Richie's never coming back. 
I've known it all this time, but | never really grasped it as reality. | always thought deep down that he'd come 
back, that | would feel him in my arms again. But its not to be. That time has pasted. My heart has been 
ripped apart in jagged patterns, my soul tampered with life threatening poison | almost didn't make it out of 


the depression that enveloped me. 


Months went by when we didn't speak, not a phone call made. | ached to hear the sound of his deep, rich, 
seductive voice, to hear a melody played by his long, sturdy fingers. | can't recall how many times | cried 


myself to sleep, or the many times Dorothea demanded that I'd go get help for my worsening condition. But 


nothing would ever fully cure me. Nothing would ever make me feel whole again. And that's that. I'm at terms 


with that now. 


| finally heard from Richie after the tour, but it wasn't the same. His voice was distant, confused, torn. He 
wasn't the same, happy-go-lucky man that had won over the hearts of his fans and me for the past 30 years 
that we were together. | thought that phone call would bring me some closure, but instead it created a path 
of sorrow and misery that lasted for the majority of this year. | know I'm partly to blame for our separated 
ways and | tried to apologize, but | know I'm too late. Nothing I'll say will ever make things right or make things 
go back to the way it was, but | hope Richie will find happiness again. | hope that my mistakes won't haunt him 
like they've haunted me because he deserves so much better than that. 


My biggest regret will always be the fact that | abandoned him, that | pushed him away at a time when he 

needed me to listen, to be there for him. | hope that one day he can forgive me and | hope he knows that I'll 
always love him no matter what. But for now, it's time to move on It's time to forget and live my life to the 
fullest. | must keep going or else my world will shatter and never re-piece itself. So | continue to chant in my 


head over and over again until it consumes me. 


| must keep going, | must keep going. 


- The End - 


